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What Randell's Hobby Gained for Him.
In the life of a business man there is not much time for pursuing hobbies,
but in the life of a certain young lawyer of Liverpool, George Randell by name,
it was quite different.
Although he was busy from morning till late in the afternoon, he was
never too busy to stop and examine an old scroll or parchment, because his
hobby was the pursuit of old letters and ciphers. He would sometimes make the
most important engagement, but let some person hand him an old manuscript
full of curious letters and figures, the engagement would be canceled, business
forgotten in the more pleasurable pursuit of making out those curious figures.
In his private library were numerous secret drawers and desks full of his
most valuable treasures, but when these drawers and desks were opened they
contained nothing but old writings and letters, which it would seem that no
human being ever made for the purpose of being read, but he would always
make them out, even if it took night after night of sleepless and ceaseless toil.
One evening about seven o 'clock he was sitting in his library, with his head
thrown back against the soft leather chair, resting after his hard day's labor.
For it had been a hard day. First one and then another had come in, until his
head buzzed and throbbed, but now he could have a long night's rest.
But it was not so willed by Fate, for hardly had he been resting a minute
when he heard the bell ring, and soon his butler came and announced a visitor.
Into the room was ushered a little wizened-faced old man, bent with age and
toil, but who seemed to be quick and cunning, for his small black eyes were
piercing and sharp. This little old man was Mr. Zeichmann, who kept a small
bookstore not far from Randell's office. Randell had often met the old man in
his searches for old writings and parchments.
After the greetings were over, the old man produced from his waistcoat
an old yellow parchment, covered with strangely curious letters.
Mr. Zeichman soon retired, after selling the old yellow parchment to
Randell.
After he had gone Randell tried to make out the letters, but try as he!
would, he could not. All his efforts were fruitless, for not a single letter could
be read. He got books and papers on old writings, but not any that he found
in the books were at all like the figures on the old parchment. For two weeks
Randell spent all his spare time studying the figures, and not until the third
week did he receive any result. He tried using the method that Poe's hero
in "The Gold Bug" used, and this proved successful.
The parchment read something like this: "I will to my dutiful and beloved
daughter, Theresa, the whole of my property, amounting to six thousand
pounds, provided she finds the secret panel in my room, in which she will find
the money." The will was signed by Scranton Rudford, at Rudington, Wales,
in the year 1858.
Randell supposed that the writer had learned how to form the curious
letters from the various seamen who inhabited that coast, and were in the habit
of using such odd figures and characters. Probably he had written his will in
those odd figures that his ravenous kinsmen might not get possession of the
will and obtain all of his property after his death. Question after; question ran
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through Randell's mind as to whether Theresa ever received her wealth, but
he thought it probable that she had not, as the will was way over in Liverpool.
The old scroll was constantly in his thoughts, and finding that m a few
weeks he must take a trip to Wales, he decided that he would go to Rudington,
and see if he could not find Theresa, and satisfy his curiosity about the will.
A few weeks later he was installed in the smoking room of a western
bound train, on his way to Rudington.
Arrived there, he soon procured rooms in a rickety old inn, and the next
day he started out to obtain information concerning old Scranton Rudford. In
this matter he did not find much trouble, as Rudford was well known in that
part of the country. It seemed that he was thought to be very wealthy, but at
his death, as a will could not he found, they divided his property until his
daughter received only a very small amount. It was true that a few old PaPers
were found, written in a curious scroll, hut as no one could make them out, they
were considered worthless, and had been given away to tourists and other
curiosity seekers.
The next day Randell was conducted to the home of Theresa, the daughter
of Rudford. This he found to be a tall, rambling white house, set back m a
grove of firs. Tall rows of hollyhock bordered the path that led to the house,
and the lawn was dotted here and there with flower beds filled with old fashioned
flowers.
A little maid answered his knock and ushered him into a large room, which
he supposed was used as the living room.
Soon a tall, middle-aged woman came in, who was Theresa, the daughter of
Rudford.
Randell told her of finding the will of her father, and soon they were in
deep conversation as to the best ways and means to get back her rightful
property. Randell made many trips to the old house. He soon became acquainted
with the daughter of Theresa, whose name was also Theresa.
She was a tall, slender young girl of about nineteen, with long golden hair
and big blue eyes. She was very lively and merry, and often puzzled Randell
with her different moods. At one time she would brim over with laughter
at some funny joke, and at another her eyes would fill with tears at some tale
of sorrow.
After a long delay Randell found the secret panel, and after a still longer
delay, procured all of Rudford's money for his daughter, Theresa.
But still Randell lingered on at Rudington. Although he ought not to
neglect his business any longer, it seemed that the little village of Rudington
had a greater attraction than the city of Liverpool.
Finally, one June morning, he left Rudington, but not alone, for with him
was a certain young girl with golden hair and blue eyes.
About three months after their marriage, there was great rejoicing in the
little book store of Mr. Zeichmann. A little note had reached his store that
morning, and when opened disclosed a neat sum of money that was just enough
to provide the little store with a new supply of books.
Randell still pores over old musty parchments and manuscripts, but we
can forgive him, for did not he procure by means of a certain old scroll, with
strangely curious figures upon it, his Theresa?
Luella M. Hefley.
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Rasselas.
In the midst of a fertile valley,
Near the hot Sahara's sands,
Near the River Nile in Egypt,
A royal palace stands.
The rulers of Abyssinia
In this palace once did dwell,
Surrounded by every luxury
And 'gainst evil guarded well.
For many years these princes dwelt
In this castle near the Nile,
And there they were content to live,
To eat and sleep and smile.
But one prince, called Rasselas,
Whose heart was sad and dreary,
Soon tired of all these luxuries,
And grew yet more sad and weary.
Was all the world a stage like this?
Were all like him? he wondered.
Was there a really happy man?
Such were questions which he pondered.
So calling an aged priest to him,
He planned a trip one day,
To visit all the places near,
And far and wide to stray.
He soon found out a secret way,
And wrapped in a cloak of tan,
He gave a staff to the aged priest
And went in search of a happy man.
He went to every place he knew,
And many others more,
But he did not find a happy man
After searching the whole world o'er.
Louise J. Halle.
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Si Shanks' View of the Inauguration of our
President, William Taft.
"Washington, D. C., March 5, 1909.
Dere Hank:
I got here all right, or 0. K., as my darter, Mirandy, used ter say, after
she come back from thet ere Yasslar cemetery.
Bill Taft is lookin' fine. Looks as if he ain't never seen a sick day in his
life. I wud say he weighed most two hundred pounds, this here Presidint of ourn.
The day afore the inaugiration, Jim (thet's my nephew as lives here. He
makes me call him "James" afore company), told me as how the President ter
be and his selected cabinet wuz a havin' a smoker thet day. Up jumps I and
sez, sez I: "Whar be they agoin? I come here to see the inaugiration. " Well'
my nephew he jumped up and jist roared. He sez, sez he, as how they don't
hev a smoker on the train, but they all meets at a room in the White House and
smokes, and laughs and talks. I told him not ter try to be too upstartish, and he
grinned and asked me if "I coined" thet word. I didn't know whut he meant
by "coined," but I begun ter back off an' grab my pockets, an' look anxious,
'cause I knew as how I had consider'ble coin in my pockets.
Wall, the next day wuz "Inaugiration Day." 'Bout eleven o'clock my
nephew sed we'd better be a making tracks fer the scene of inaugiration, so we
tuck our umbrellas (fer it looked like rain) an' come up to a great crowd of
people, all lined up afore the Capitol Building, an' along the bullyvards (thet's
whut my nephew James calls um), coming from the White House to the Capitol
Building. Wal, ther wuz long ropes stretched along in front of them bullyvards,
and I axed my nephew whut they wuz fer, an' he sez as how they wuz ter keep
the "rubbernecks" out of the way of the Presidint. I didn't know whut a
"rubberneck" wuz, but I knew thet I warn't one, so I stepped on the inside of
them ropes, and purty soon a young man come a steppin' along a-sayin', "Inside
the ropes, please.'' I never moved, and he come up to me and says: " I said tew
git inside the ropes," and I (me, you know), said: "Young man, I hev yer to
understand thet this is a free country," but I didn't git no further, 'cause
somebody jerked me by my collar (I hev 'spicions thet it wuz my nephew, but he
didn't let on) backwards over the ropes. T'reckly Bill Taft come riding erlong
in a kerridge with Teddy Eoosevelt. 'Bout thet time the rain and sleet wuz
a-comin' down in bucketfuls, and my years wuz 'bout ter drop off, becuz they wuz
so cold, and I hollered out to Bill Taft, '' Say, Bill, hit's eoolish, hain't it?" And
everybody jest roared and laughed at me, me, Si Shanks, deacon of the Baptist
Church, and I heard my nephew say something under his breath thet warn't none
too promising. My nephew said as how it wuz so cold we'd better go home,
becuz Billy Taft would hev tew hev his inaugiration ceremony on the inside "uv
the Capitol Building. He said as how Bill Taft wuz ter make his inaugeral
address ('bout like Squire Jenkins said at the 4th of July barbecue last year, I
guess). The Justice of the Chiefs (firemen is rising these days) wuz ter swear
him inter his office.
Jest now I'm all wrapped up in blankets, a-settin' afore the fire, with hot
bandages at my hed, thet feels like hits a-goin' tew bust soon. An' I hope I don't
see no more inaugirations, neither, very soon. Yers truly,
SI SHANKS.

LOULA JONES.
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The Conquest.
A STORY IN FOUR PARTS.
PART TWO.

Synopsis of Part I.—The time is 1818, during the first Seminole war. Pensacola and St. Marks are surrounded by United States soldiers. Three of these
•visit the governor on business and meet his niece, Marguerita. Malcolm McDon
ald is smitten by her charms, but is told by the governor that he and his niece
seldom receive callers, thus leaving small chance for Malcolm's ever seeing.
Marguerita again.
Marguerita reclined among the silken cushions of the couch in her boudoir,
feeling quite as blue as the deep indigo sky without, but with no happy thoughts
to brighten her, as did the stars the sky. The flickering light of a single candle
burning on a table before a picture of the Madonna and Child cast weird
shadows upon the rich hangings and upon the polished surfaces of the mahogany
furnishings, and, aided by the moonlight, which flooded the room through the
long French window, showed quite plainly the disconsolate heap on the couch.
The thoughts which worried the disconsolate heap at present were:
"Why does uncle persist in keeping me so close? I never see any one. I
never go out, and if I barely suggest the faintest possibility of such a thing, he
cuts me off short, when, as the governor's niece, I ought to have every minute
filled with pleasantries. Oh, it's not fair of him to save me to marry) his friend,
Gonzales' son, whom I have never seen, and who, I dare say, wants me no more
than I want him.'' The soliloquy ended in sobs, while the soft pillows became
wet with the tears of one of the fairest daughters of Spain.
As the storm decreased in violence and the tears abated, her thoughts
returned to the last visit at the mansion, now three days ago—to the three men of
the United States, then to one in particular, and on him her thoughts continued
to dwell until at last a smile wreathed her lips as she thought of his bright^
replies to her uncle.
It was in the early autumn, and a cool breeze had been blowing through the
long windows, lifting Marguerita's curls and blowing the candle light to a
flickering flame. She now became conscious of something more being wafted in on
the breeze than the scent of the roses. At first it was quite faint, then it had
grown a little in volume, until now she was sure it was the strains of a violin.
Soft and sweet they came; the tune to one of Moore's ballads, then popular:
"The day had sunk in dim showers,
But midnight now with lustre meet
Illumed all the pale flowers,
Like hope upon a mourner's cheek.
I said (while
The moon's smile
Played o'er a stream in dimpling bliss),
The moon looks on many brooks;
The brook can see no moon but this,
And thus I thought our fortunes run
For many a lover looks to thee
While Oh, I feel there is but one
One Mary in the world for me."
A credulous wonder spread over her face, then delight, and impulsively and
wonderingly, she threw a gauzy Spanish mantilla around her shoulders, and
half shyly stepped out on the rose wreathed balcony into the moonlight.
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McDonald" stopped playing at her coming. His eyes rested upon her
adoringly, and well they might, for, standing among the roses with the floating
scarf about her, and the jewels on her throat and hair, she seemed a fairy being1.
"May I kneel at your shrine, my lady?" were the words forming on his
lips, but she interrupted him:
;j
'; It was Moore you were playing, was it not?"
'' Yes,'' said he,'' but he is not my favorite. Have you heard of Burns, from
the Scotch highlands? No? Then, sometime, I will teach you his songs. Not
n°W

Oh, the happy hour that followed; then, with soft promises of return, they

Parte(J-

*

*

*

.
*

*

**

**

**

#*

"How bright your cheeks are this morning, daughter," said her uncle,
affectionately, the next morning. '' Did you have a pleasant night ?
"Yes, uncle," she answered, demurely.
"Well I suppose Florida will soon be freed from her invaders. Word has
been sent t'o Spain, the Queen of the World, and her glorious flag will submit
to the outrages of no country on the globe, much less of this upstart United
States I, myself, would willingly lead an army against them. I also wrote to
Senor'Gonzales," he added. "Oh, it will be a happy day when I see my niece
married to the son of my dear, honored friend."
"But, uncle, I don't want to marry Senor Gonzales son. Can t you under
stand, uncle dear?" and she smiled sweetly.
,
"Oh, you'll get over that when you see him, he said, pinching her cheek.
"They say he is quite a court favorite."
, „
Q.
The day was a long one for Marguenta. Senor Lopez left early for St.
Marks, saying he would stop at the pier on the way back and get the letters from
home as a ship was expected. Consequently, she was quite safe from her uncle s
eye that night.when she was called out by Malcolm's tenor voice singing a song
that was quite new to her.
,
'' 0,my love is like a red, red rose
That's newly sprung in June;
0, my love is like a melody
That's sweetly played in tune.
So fair art thou, my bonny lass,
So deep in love am I
That I will love thee still, my dear,
Till all the seas gang dry.
Till all the seas gang dry, my dear,
And the rocks melt wi' the sun;
And I will love you still, my dear,
While the sands of life do run."
"Is that all?" she asked, delightedly, as he stopped.
"No there is one more verse, but we will save that for another time. What
do vou think your uncle would say if I should present myself as a suitor for
vour hand Marguerita? I would furnish letters stating my family standing and
my character from General Jackson and President Monroe, and we would live
in the glorious United States, the land of freedom."
"Ah " said Marguerita, "in uncle's eyes I am engaged to young Gonzales.
But I don't like that," she added, coquettishly. "Uncle hates the United
States He would never let" me marry you, and even if he should, I could not
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live in the United States," she said, half laughingly. "I do not love it as I do
Florida. Florida's soft winds have soothed me, her flowers comforted me, her
moonlight, mocking birds and soft hanging moss, charmed me when I have
been heavy of heart. I do not know how I could live in a country where it is
cold and where it snows and the north wind howls through the long winter
nights. I am Florida's and Florida is mine," she ended softly. "Could we
not live here ?''
"Live here, Marguerita!" said McDonald. "Think! "Would you have me
leave my country and swear allegiance to Spain and become a traitor? You did
not think, dear."
"No, I did not. It is not Spain I love; it is Florida."
"I will see your uncle tomorrow."
'' He will never consent, and I can not go against his.will. He is almost the
same as my father, and he loves me. 0, what shall we do?" Tears seemed threat
ening to fall, but Malcolm comforted her, and they parted hopefully.
(To be Continued.)
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Shall We Give Up The Echo.
Do the girls enjoy it enough to make it worth while to continue it 1 These
questions present themselves to the staff.
Girls we should know whether we want it or not. Most of us seem to think
it a very nice thing to have as long as we are not bothered by working for it.
This is not the way to feel.
If we have a school paper, we ought to want to have a good one, that every
body will enjoy. Such a one certainly cannot be gotten up by the staff alone.
The editors should not have to ask for stories to put in the paper. Stories
should be freely contributed by all the girls, and the editors should have only
to choose^ ^ ^ bashM about giving in contributions.
poor editors and hand in our stories today.

Let us think of the

How enthusiastic every one is over the recent athletic victory! Every one
wants to praise the players, and, of course, we all wish more such victories. But
we must do our part and help the players in their work. We other players in
the Athletic Association should get out on the field promptly every afternoon
at f°Now a word to the players: Don't become too self-confident just because
we have been so fortunate as to win our first game. Keep up your good practice
and do not lose interest. We have so many other games to be played.

The
Primary
Gazette

Alexina—Miss Moreno, is the forms of sat: sat, sat, satting, sat ?
<4
T.—Write a sentence containing a series of words.
Precocious Primary Pupil—Ghosts, witches and ghouls are wierd.
* *

*

We didn't know Miss Quarles was a poetess. The other day she said:
George, Phoebe and Zeno
May pass to Miss Moreno.
Written to a teacher in the first week of school:
"You don'd no how Eye love you."
*

Arthur (coming in with wet hair)—My hair resembles there's rain outside.
^ <« <«
On Miss Quarles' erasing the "Miss" from the name Miss Lida Thomas on
the board, Eleanor asks anxiously: "Miss Quarles, is Miss Thomas married?"
Miss Q.—Why, no.
Eleanor—Well, you rubbed out "Miss."

A Snowstorm.

There was a great snowstorm. It was away out in the country. The snow
was almost above your head. It was a big, big forest. A little house was in the
snowstorm. The wind blew hard and knocked down trees, and the trees fell on
the house and smashed it up.—William Thompson.

Robert Louis Stevenson and the Poor Boy.
When Robert Louis Stevenson became a man, he still loved children.
Whenever he could, he always tried to please them, and make them happy.
One day Mr. Stevenson was sitting in a park in Scotland.
It was summer.
The birds were singing.
The flowers were all in bloom.
Mr. Stevenson saw a little boy lying under a bush.
The boy seemed very poor.
His clothes were ragged; he wore no shoes.
He looked so ragged and lonely.
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Perhaps he is hungry, too.
Mr. Stevenson thought for a while, then he said to himself, "I know what
I will do!"
Then, stepping softly over the grass, so that the boy would not hear him,
he slipped a penny into one of the lad's pockets.
Then softly he returned to his seat.
After a while the hoy got up.
He stretched himself, then thrust his hand into his pocket.
When he took his hand out of his pocket, he was so surprised to see a new
penny. He did not know how it had got there. Perhaps he thought fairies
had put it there. After the poor boy had gone to spend his penny, Mr. Steven
son went home as happy as the poor hoy.
Bessie Stella Goodman.

THOMAS

Echoes from the Class Room.
MaryT. and Kate Pettey have graduated in "pig language," for example,
ugh, ugh, ugh. For information, see tenth grade, especially those sitting in the
southeast corner of class.
4

4

Local Notes.
4

4

4

4

Big girls and primaries were given a pleasant surprise the other day by the
visit of Miss Alexander, former primary teacher. We only wish her visits were
more frequent.
4

4

4

The boarding teachers were entertained one Friday evening during the past
month by Frances Taylor, of the eighth grade.
4

4

4

Miss Quarles spent George Washington's birthday with Miss Charles
Alexander, near Somerville, Tenn.

Former Students.
Edith Taylor is now a student at the Memphis High School.
vacancy on the basket ball team, which is hard to fill.
4

4

She has left a

4

Alyne Bensieck, of last year's tenth grade, is enjoying a year at home.
4

4

4

Louise Anderson is now attending Miss Collin's school, of this city.
4

4

4

4

Kate (in French class)—I always get the sentences with some one dying in
them.
Ruth—Well, when it comes your time, it won't he so had; you 11 he so
used to it.

4

The friends of Bessie Hirsch will be glad to hear of her return from
Rogers' Hall for the Easter holidays.
4 4 4
How much we all miss Julia Crawford, who has gone to Cuba for her
health. We wish her a speedy recovery. Julia's good work as exchange editor
of the Echo is greatly missed.
4

4

4

4

French Pupil (translating)—"Invisibly" the wind blew the boat to the
shore. We soon saw a flock of "savage" swans flying toward the south.

Hettie Colby and Carrie Rose, two of our last year's seniors, occasionally
pay us short visits, which are enjoyed by all.
4

4

Dorothy (reading)—"He was a connected (contented) fellow." We hope so.

4

^
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4

4

4

Miss Denmon—"Eut-il" is a rhetorical invasion (inversion).
4

4

4

Sue (in Miss Skinner's room)—Well, I don't see a chair.
to sit on the refrigerator (radiator).
4

4

Guess I'll have

4

Mamie informs us that there are no snakes in Ireland. Patrick Henry drove
t h e m a l l a w a y .
4 4 4
Miss Demmon—What is the purpose in the story, "The Vicar of Wakefield?''
.
.
.
Helen—I think the purpose is to get everybody married, isn t it!
4

4

4

Lily May—The theater had a magnificent dome, that looked like an imperial
cornet.
4 4 4
Raemelle—One of ,my sisters lives in Washington, and the other goes to
Princeton.
4 4 4
Extract from a bright pupil's conversation: "Magic lanterns were hung all
over the lawn, over the trees and under the tables.
4 4 4
Clara—Miss Baker, may I go wash the hands off my chalk? Why use
such gentle means, Clara? Use force!
4 4 4
Song sung every Monday morning from eight to a quarter of nine o'clock,
entitled, "Marie Pavey."
4 4 4
For the benefit (?) of the tenth grade Latin prose class:
"Well, Miss Skinner, it was in my book that way."
We advise Miss Skinner to examine some of those books.

Bowdre Scaife is at Miss Collier's school this year.
4

4

4

Mignon Woodson, who left us two years ago for Lewisberg Seminary, in
West Virginia, is now at home.
4

4

4

The friends of Emily Harris will be surprised to learn that she is now
in El Paso, Texas, with her parents, having gone for a stay of a few months.

Lidie—Gen. Grant's death was one of the most imposing the country e
witnessed.
4

4

4

Teacher—I don't see how you get that confounded word.
Probably she meant to say '' that word confounded.''
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Miss Demmon—What was the public opinion of Johnson at the time he was
living ?
Helen—Oh—er—he was fine—er—er—he was considered a very great man.
He was among the most noted of the time.
Miss D.—Very good original work, Helen.
Next!!!
4 4 4
FOR SALE!—Hand written Dictionaries. Very cheap because of large
supply. Apply at Silence Room. Saleslady, Catharine Yan Court Pritehartt.
Frances (on basket ball field)—Is it fair to kick the ball with your hands?
4

4

4

Miss Demmon—Give the meaning of this passage in the Vicar of Wakefield.
Lidie—Uh, wait a minute! Oh, pshaw!—let me see—I knew that just a
minute ago—it's right on the end of my tongue. Don't pass it. I know it so well
(last straw). Oh, please wait just a minute!
Unsympathizing Teacher—NexM ^ ^
Basket B. Coach—Young lady, if you don't keep off the ground I shall have
to give you a foul.
Loula—All right; make it a quail, please.
4

4

4

Sue—Did you misspell that word right ?
4 4 4
Loula—Hey, don't catch the fowl (foul).
4

4

4

Somebody wants to know if the basket ball field needs mending—Beatrice
fell down.
4

4

4

jVi c.—We could not hear the music, but it sounded very sweet.
4

4

4

Teacher—What grows in the Southern part of Florida?
Bright Pupil—The coral on the Keys.
4

4

4

Miss M.—Of what formation is Florida?
Margaret C.—Lakes.
4

4

T H E

ECHO

4

R. B.—Now, you have gone and twisted those papers around.
L. J.—No, I didn't any such of a story.

H

T H O M A S

ATHLETICS

"Bad dog! Keep out!!"
"Knock before entering!"
"Please apply to the head of bank before drawing."
'' Help yourself!" (Generous girl!)
'' Private property!. Keep out!''
'' Keep off my grass!''
'' If you want some come to me,
You are welcome, don't you see?
But I'd like to know where my tablets go
So I can get them back, you know."
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On Saturday morning, March the 20th, at 10:30, the Thomas Basket
Ball Team played their first match game of the season, defeating the Manawas.
Score, 11 to 7.
The Thomas players displayed good team work. The Manawas also showed
good training and worked well together. For about five minutes neither side
scored. At that time the Manawas threw the first basket of the game. This
roused the Thomas girls to action, and in a few minutes Ruth Brooks threw the
first goal for Thomas. At the end of the first half, the two teams tied, the score
being five to five.
For a few minutes after the game was renewed it was doubtful which side
was to be victorious. The Manawas then threw two fouls in succession, thus
making the score stand 7 to 5.
The rest of the game was not so favorable to the Manawas, however, as
the Thomas girls, putting their hearts into their work, threw two field goals and
two fouls, thus winning the game.
The line-up was as follows:
Thomas—
Manawas—
Loula Jones (c)
Guard
Levin Comptpn
Luella Hefley
Guard
Helen Saulesbefy
Beatrice Garrison
Forward
Pauline Darnell (c)
Ruth Brooks
Forward
.Prudence Joy
Alice Culpepper
R. Center
Italie Morris
Louise Bosler
J. Center
Margaret Miller
Referee—Kensey Buck.
Umpires—Miss Shirley Long and A. B. Currie.
Linesmen—Frances Taylor and Louise Frank.
Timekeeper—-T. M. Lucas.
The Thomas team is now coached by Mr. Robert Scrivener.

Exchanges.
We are in receipt of the Higbee Magazine for February. "The Real Diary
of a Higbee Girl" is very interesting and original. But don't you think a
story or two more would improve the paper?
4

"Snatched from the Covers of Fifteen-Cent Thomas School Tablets."

E C H O

4

4

The M. U. S. Topics show fine work on the part of the editors, and the
stories, "The Thief Catchers" and "A Race for Life," are well written and
interesting.
4

4

4

We welcome the Castle Heights Herald as one of our best exchanges. The
literary matter is fine, especially the "Ghost of Stancourt Manor," and the
"Turning of a Joke." The athletic editor is doing splendid work, and the
whole paper shows a fine school*"Spirit.
4

4

4

Question : What is a kiss ?
Answer: Ecstasy and bliss; something to take and never to miss; a kind of
emotional insanity that makes life worth while to humanity.—Ex.
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New Girl (to senior)—Who was Shyloek?
Senior (growing several inches)—We are not allowed to converse in studyhour. Get your Bible and look him up.—Ex.
<4

<4

<«

STUNG.
She (in a friendly tone)—By the way, are you going to take supper any
where tomorrow evening?
He (eagerly)—Why, no, not that I know of.
She (serenely)—My, won't you he hungry the next morning?—Ex.
<« <« <« '
THE WASTE BASKET.
"Stick to me closely," said the envelope to the stamp.
"By gum, I will," replied the stamp.—Ex.
<*

«

<4

THE IDIOT.
Irate Parent—Am I to understand there is some idiotic affair between you
and that impecunious young fool, Lord Bilaris?
Fair Daughter (very sweetly)—Only you, papa!
v <« «
THE SECRET.
She—I don't see how the Freshmen can keep their little caps on their heads.
It—Vacuum pressure.
<4

<4

Manager—Who's that untidy-looking man?
Assistant Manager—Oh, that's one of the stage hands.
Manager—Well, have him manicured. I don't want any hands that look
like that.
v
Mr. Spendthrift—Your hill is to me a great sadness.
Creditor—I only wish it were a settled melancholy.
Louise—I'm in an awful boat. After I started to bleach my hair, I found
I had only enough to do half of it, and Nelson is coming tonight.
Julia—Never mind, dear. Let him sit on the "perox side."
V

<«

<4

Papa—Bobby, I merely punished you to show my love for you.
Bobby—If I were only bigger, pa, I would return your love.
«« <* v
Jack (in the Philippines)—What made you go into the army, Tom?
Tom—I had no wife and loved war. What made you go, Jack?
Jack—I had a wife and loved peace.
* *

<«

He—Which of her admirers will your sister marry—the soldier or the
doctor ?
She—She has not decided 'yet. You see, they are too such killing creatures!
*

*

Stranger—"Do you know a man around here with one leg named Jones?"
Smart Freshman—"What's the other leg named?"

